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City and some genius discovered that a banana boat arrived
at Bocas del Toro every Saturday afternoon to load bananas
that night. Each of these banana boats was equipped
with up-to-date radio apparatus in order to communicate
rapidly with headquarters and Northern markets. It
was just a question of learning who the chief radio
operators on these steamers were and then laying a beautiful
pipe line !
Promptly every Saturday at 3 p.m., as the banana boat
would slip into the cloistered harbour of Bocas, the radio man
in Panama City would flash him the winning number. A
well-organized shore crew would then fan out, combing the
territory and prepared to buy whatever tickets might be
available with that number or with number terminations that
would automatically insure them prize-winning tickets. Oh,
it was sweet! It was foolproof. If ever there was a case
of a slot machine that guaranteed to pay a jackpot every time
a coin was put into it, this was it. The boys worked it out
well too. Each week, one of their members was elected to take
the winning tickets over to Panama City to be cashed, thus
making it very difficult for the Government to learn how great
a proportion of its prize payments were concentrated in that
tiny little town of Bocas. Eventually one of the boys popped
off because he was not satisfied with his share of the cut.
It was the old, old story. The goose laid no more golden eggs:
the Government lottery went on a strict 12 noon Saturday
closing !
There are no end of exciting yarns constantly being circu-
lated about these lotteries. Passengers, steamsnip crews and
officers are always buying and, of course, always moving on,
thereby enjoying all the thrill of uncertainty sometimes for
weeks before one learns that he may have five or ten thousand
dollars coming to him on demand. Ships' radios on drawing
days are taxed to the utmost to post other ships and ports as
to the winning numbers and it is not uncommon for such a
number to be passed along in a garbled fashion, thus leaving
some poor benighted soul to spring up from his desk or his